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" Is this some new formality ? " I inquired from a young
American businessman in the queue.
" Yep," he replied morosely. " You'll have to produce
your passport for a check-over and for registration."
" What ? " I cried in dismay. " Do you mean to say we
have to show our passports to move from one Indian city
to another ? We haven't crossed any frontiers."
" You're right," he assented, " but you'll find that doesn't
make any difference. They'll sure want that passport all
the same."
" But I don't have mine with me."
" In that case, ma'am, you've got one heap of explaining
ahead of you," he said cheerlessly.
" Why, it's absurd," I protested. " Nobody said any-
thing about this when I booked to fly here, and I've never
had to show a passport on any internal journey in India in
my life."
" Uh-huh, mebbe so," he grunted, tc but times have
changed. We used to be able to come in and out without
any bother when the British were running the country, but
nowadays it's quite a chore for an American to get a visa
to enter India. And any time we move around, we've got
to keep the police posted where we're going, why we're
going, and how many children our grandmothers had.
Didn't you tell the C.I.D. you were coming on this
trip ? "
This was something new and alarming. Nobody had
suggested such a course either at the time of my arrival in
India, or at any subsequent moment. Common sense would
have dictated notification to the police in the case of a
permanent change of address. But such a step in connection
with a casual trip had never occurred to me. As a result,
it appeared that I had transgressed a variety of regulations.
It was therefore with relief that I recollected, as my turn
came to face the inquisitors, that by sheer chance I had
thrown my passport into my suitcase at the last moment in